EDMUND  SPENSER
That, since my flesh must die so soon,
And want a head to dine next noon,
Just at the stroke, when my veins start and spread,
Set on my soul an everlasting head:
Then am I ready, like a palmer fit^
To tread those blest paths which before I writ,
Of death and judgement, heaven and hell,
Who oft doth think, must needs die well.
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Ye dayntye Nymphs, that in this blessed brooke
Doe bathe your brest,
Forsake your watry bowres, and hcthcr looke,
At my request:
And eke you Virgins, that on Parnasse dwell,
Whence fioweth Helicon, the learned well,
Helpe me to blaze
Her worthy praise,
Which in her sexe doth all excell
Of fayre Elisa be your silver song,
That blessed wight,
The flowre of Virgins: may shee florish long
In princely plight 1
For shee is Syrinx daughter without spotte,
Which Pan, the shepheards God, of her begot:
So sprong her grace
Of heavenly race,
No mortall blemishe may her blotte.
See, where she sits upon the grassie grccne,
(O seemely sight I)
Yclad in Scarlot, like a mayden Queene,
And ermines white:
Upon her head a Cremosin coronet,
With Damaske roses and Daffodillies set:
Bay leaves betweene,
And primroses greene,
Embellish the sweete Violet,
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